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But he objected, asking: "Why the deuce he should go out that bitter night ? And was she a fool, or did she take him for one?"
Upon which she had so savagely ordered him " to get on his boots, his coat, and overcoat " that the sleepiness had vanished from his sharp eyes, and he had exclaimed, " What is it, Kate ? what's happened to you ?"
And she answered: "I've had a blow — no, don't reach for your gun. I don't mean that —but, Jim, it hurts. (Here, let me tie that for you.) I've had a blow straight at the heart, and a woman gave it — God bless her! (Can't you brush your hair up over that thin place? Jim-—-why, Jim, upon my soul, you're grey!) Oh, hurry! here, take your fur coat—you'll need it. Come now — no, I won't tell till we're outside this house. Come —on the quiet, now — come," and taking him by the arm she dragged him down the hall and stairs, and so outside the front door.
There she stopped.    The man shivered at
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